NOW THAT IT'S WINTER
Now that winter is here, there are pleasures to be indulged. Hunt up that book you've been promising yourself to read. Ifs there's a lounge chair by the window, claim it. It's likely to prove a box seat for watching the bird tribe at the feeder. A hint, discreetly placed, will undoubtedly result in kitchen stirrings and spicy baking odors. There's nothing like a plate of Grandma's molasses cookies to increase the satisfactions of the printed word.
On the other hand, if you are a February fanner, arm chair variety, you may want to stop at the Historical Library to brouse through the contents of the box of books Mrs. Gurtis Lamb brought us last summer. Any racing blood in your veins will stir to The Trotting Horse in America, written by Hiram Woodruff, published by J. B. Ford and Gompany, 1871. That was the era when a fast horse was a man's pride and every town's main street was a race track on trading days.
If you are the contemplative type and fancy yourself walking through an orchard in autmn. The Apples of New York, in two volumes, will delight you. Written by S. A. Beach, horticulturist, as a report for the New York Agricultural Experiment Station in 1903, and published in 1905, it is a roster of tempting names and toothsome pictures. There's a spray of golden apples on the cover and in the frontis picture a solemn, golden-haired child stands dwarfed among the trees. City, 1855 . By the time you are through brousing it will be spring and the seedlings will be stirring under the sifting of "fine earth."
You say you're snow-bound now? Enjoy it! Remember Whittier did rather well with a snow storm.
